PUPPET FESTIVAL
soroff! I hope you will save for the world this vision of the
best of old Russia. It may yet teach us how to live.
In the evening we laughed. I have never laughed more in
my life. We rolled on those seats in the middle of Cincin-
nati and howled. Personally I ached all over; my cheeks
ached and my stomach ached. It was excruciating. The
cause of all this was Rufus and Margo Rose and their
marionettes. They first performed a refreshing version of
Snow White and Three of the Seven Dwarfs, dramatised by
Martin Stevens, and a reaction I imagine against certain
mawkish puppet productions. It was wicked, but it pre-
served the charm of the story, all the same, and devastated
us with laughter. This was followed by The Marionette
Carnival, with Sam, a Negro master of ceremonies. We
saw a miraculous Fred Astaire and Ginger Rogers dancing,
and a Sonja Heine skating, and we were literally wiped
from our chairs by Oscar, the trained seal, who was more
" sealish " than any seal I have seen. It is impossible to
describe his wistful repentance for mistakes, or his erratic
performance of God Save the King on the motor horns.
The Roses have shaken loose their marionettes; they live
with an irresistible verve and abandon, and exhilarating
gaiety.
These were all the performances we saw, which were suffi-
cient to show the energy and the skill of the American pup-
peteers. These were all very competent " entertainment",
each in their own character, and on the level with theatre
performances of any kind. And this is saying a good deal,
because the Puppet Theatre is the revival of a lost art and
there have been a great many technical difficulties to over-
come, not only in forging the instrument, but also in exhibit-
ing it. It is as if a violinist had first to invent the construc-
tion of his violin, compose the music and educate an